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for him in his dose of snake-bite, or love of a younger
woman whom he termed gold-crested serpent.

He was a lover, surely a lover: he slid off to some
chance bit of likeness to himself in every subject he
discussed with her.

And she? She speeded recklessly on the back of the
centaur when he had returned to the state of phantom,
and the realities he threatened her with were DO longer
imminent.

CHAPTEE V.
CLOTILDE was of the order of the erring who should by
rights have a short sermon to preface an exposure of them,
administering the whip to her own sex and to ours, lest
we scorn too much to take an interest in her. The exposure
she has done for herself, and she has not had the art to
frame her apology. The day after her meeting with her
eagle, Alvan, she saw Prince Marko. She was gentle to
nim, in anticipation of his grief; she could hardly be
ungentle on account of his obsequious beauty, and when
her soft eyes and voice had thrilled him to an acute sensi-
bility to the blow, honourably she inflicted it.
"Marko, my friend, you know that I cannot be false;
then let me tell you I yesterday met the man who has but
to lift his hand and I go to him, and he may lead me
whither he will."
The burning eyes of her Indian Bacchus fixed on her
till their brightness moistened and flashed.
Whatever was for her happiness he bowed his head to,
he said. He knew the man.
Her duty was thus performed: she had plighted herself.
For the first few days she was in dread of meeting, seeing,
or hearing of Alvan. She feared the mention of a name
that rolled the world so swiftly. Her parents had post-
poned their^ coming, she had no reason for instant alarm;
it was his violent earnestness, his imperial self-confidence
that she feared, as nervous people shrink from cannon:
and neither meeting, seeing, nor hearing of Mm, she